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CHAPTER ONE
%

H‘Enr}-‘: Kansas, is a hot town. And a cold town. It i5 a
town so still there are times when you can bear a fly
trying to get through the window of the locked-up an-
tique store on Main Street. Nobody remembers who
owns the antique store, butl if you press your face
against the glass, like the fly, you'll see that whoever
they are, they don't have much beyond a wide varicty
of wagon wheels. Yes, Henry is a still town, But there
have been tornadoes on Main Street. 1f the wind blows,
it's like it won'l ever stop. Once it’s stopped, there
seems to be no hope of getting it started again,

There is a bus station in Henry, but it isn'l on Main
Street. [t's one block north—the town fathers hadn't
wanted all the additinnal teaffic, The station lost ooe-
third of its roof to a tornado hfteen years ago. In the
same summier, a bottle rocket brought the gift of fice to
its restrooms. The d.amagc: has never been repaired,
but the town council makes sure that the building is
painted fresh every other year, and always the color of
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a swimming pool. There is never praffiti. Vandals
would have to drive more than twenty miles to buy the
spray paint.

Every once in a long while, a bus creeps into town
and eases to a stop beside the mostly roofed, bright
aqua station with the charred bathrooms. Henry is al-
witys glad to see a bus. Such treats are rare,

O this day, the day our story begins, bus hopes
were high, The Willis family was expecting their
nephew, and the mister and missus stood on the curb
waiting for his arrival.

brs. Willis couldn’t hold nearly as still as the (own.
She was brimful of nervous energy and busily stepped
on and off the curb as if she were waiting for the bus
to take her off to another lifetime of grammar school
and jump rope. She had planned to wear her best dress
on principle—it was the sort of thing her mother
would have done—but she bad no idea which of her
dresses was best, or how to begin the selection process.
[t was even possible that she didn’t have a dress that
was best.

50 she bad remained in her sweatpants and T-shirt.
She had been canning in her kitchen and looked pleas-
ant despite the faded teal of her pants, Her face was
steam-ruddied and happy, and ber brown hairn, which
had originally been pulled back into a ponytail, bad
struggled free, On this day, if you got close enough, as
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her nephew would when hugged, she smelled very
strongly of peaches. She was of medium build in every
direction, and she was called Dotty by her friends,
Dhats by her husband, and Mes. Willis by everyane else,

People liked Dotty. They said she was interest-
ing. They rarely did the same for her husband. They
said Mr. Willis was thin, and they didn’t just mean
physically. They meant thin everywhere and every way.
Dotty saw much more than thin, and she liked him.
Frank Willis dido™ seem to notice much of anything
Leyvond that.

Mrs. Willis stopped her stepping and backed away
from the curb. Something was shimmering on the
highway. The bus was coming. She nudged Frank and
pointed. He didn't seem to notice.

The Henry on the bus was not a town in Kansas. He
was simply a lwelve-year-old boy on 4 slow bus from
Boston, waiting to meet an aunt and uncle he had not
seen since the age of four. He was not looking forward
{o reuniting with Aunt Daotty and Uncle Frank, Not be-
cause he in any way disliked them, but because he had
led & life that had taught him net w look forward to
anything.

The bus stopped amid a shower of metallic grunts.
Henry walked to the front, said geodbye to a talkative
old woman, and stepped onto the curb into a lung-
taste of diesel. The bus lurched off, the taste faded, and



“A must-read series)”
—Thie Washingrar Post

Lying in bed at night, twelve-year-old Henry York can’t
ignore the thumping and scratching he hears on the
other side of the attic wall. He scrapes off the plaster
and discovers doors—ninety-nine cupboards of all
different sizes and shapes. Throuph one he hears the
sound of falling rain. Through another he sees a glow-
ing room—Wwith'a man strolling back and forth! Henry
and his cousin Henrietta soon understand that these
are not just cupboards. They are, in fact, portals to
other worlds.

100 COPBOARDS is the first book of a daring fantasy

adventure, written in the best world-hopping tradition
and reinvented in N. D, Wilson's own inimitable style.
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